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and half believe I should find it there again some
lucky evening. Before leaving it altogether, I
went away to cool my eyes with darkness, and
came back several times; and every time it was
a new miracle, the more so that it was a human
piece of faery-work. Beautiful as fire is in itself,
I suspect that part of the pleasure is metaphysical,
and that the sense of playing with an element
which can be so terrible adds to the zest of the
spectacle. And then fire is not the least degraded
by it, because it is not utilized. If beauty were in
use, the factory would add a grace to the river,
and we should turn from the fire-writing on the
wall of heaven to look at a message printed by
the magnetic telegraph. There may be a beauty
in the use itself; but utilization is always down-
ward, and it is this feeling that makes Schiller's
Pegasus in yoke so universally pleasing. So long
as the curse of work clings to man, he will see
beauty only in play. The capital of the most
frugal commonwealth in the world burns up five
thousand dollars a year in gunpowder, and no-
body murmurs. Provident Judas wished to utilize
the ointment, but the Teacher would rather that
it should be wasted in poem.

The best lesson in aesthetics I ever got (and,
like most good lessons, it fell from the lips of
no regular professor) was from an Irishman on
the day the Nymph Cochituate was formally
introduced to the people of Boston. I made one